THE SCENE IS CHANGED

It may have been some minor and humble echo of
Glyndebourne that made me prepare a new autumn enter-
tainment in Vauxhall Gardens, a blend of intimate opera and
ballet as they might have been performed (between fire-
works and balloon ascents) in the old pleasure gardens across
the Thames. But I was called away from its rehearsal to
go to Rome for the Convegno Volta, a congress held every
two years and endowed by the inventor of the voltaic cell
" for the consideration of some branch of science or art".
This year it was the turn of theatre to be considered, and
theatre men from all countries were to be brought to Rome
by the Italian Government for the purpose. Whether they
came from near or far in Europe, Italy took charge of them
from the moment when they stepped aboard the Rome
Express. W. B. Yeats had come from Ireland with Mrs.
Yeats, who asked me whether one of the leather cases in my
baggage really contained a top-hat: she had her wifely
social misgivings about the poet's broad-brim soft felt, under
which his grey mane flowed so magnificently. He was
himself rather concerned as a Senator for the prestige of
Ireland, where hats are as important as anywhere else and
even more varied ; but Mrs. Yeats settled the question by
declaring that " Willie never really looks his best in a top-
hat ", and he was persuaded to agree.
America was represented only by correspondents in
Paris and Rome ; and to talk about the present and future
stage without having the viewpoint of American artists was
a handicap admitted by most of us. In Paris we were joined
by dramatists like Jules Romains and Denys Amid and by
a group of Netherlander and Scandinavians. Genoa brought
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